“I¢’s Unlocked—Open! They're Gone!”
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PERSONS IN THE PLAY

T oo L cos iiie asia o The District Attorney
RBOE 2 o a5 5 s e v siss Soie His Wife
The Commissioner of Police
The Maid

TIME—The Present

SCENE—The Library of the District Attorney's Apartment

L]
HE curtain rises on a piich-dark stage. Buddenly a
light flashes vut. For an instant it wavers, dancing
this way and that. Then it shrinky into a narrow, bril-
“*ont disc. In the centre of this disc gleams the polished
‘al knod and encircling dial ‘of the combination lock
. gafe.
nmediately the knob is covered by the fingers of a
wved hand. Blowly they turn it back ond forth until,
with & perceptidle click, the lock is released. The safe
door s therewith swung softly open, and the disc of
light, veering once more, is swallowed wp in its interior,
There follows the agitated rustle of paper within the
safe and the muffled clink of thin metal, betraying a
fumbling and hurried search. This continues until, with
‘startling suddennecss, a telephone, somewhere in- the
room, rings out shrilly. Instantly the light s éxtin-
guished, the safe door is cloged with a heavy thud,
The maid enters, swiiches on the lights and goes to
the clamorous telephone.

AID (at telephone)—Hello! Yes, this is the District At-

M torney's apartment. Just a moment. please.

(As she turns to go in search of Trent he enters,
accompanied by Alice.)

MAID—Oh, Mr. Trent, the Commissioner of Police is downstairs.

TRENT—Have him come right up, Mary. ’

MAID (at telephone)—All right! Show the gentleman up, please.

« (She hangs up the receiver and beging to set the room
in order. BSome of the newspapers littering a small
table at the left of the room she folds neatly and re-
places upon 41, Others she stuffs into a wastebasket
standing nearby.)

ALICE—The Commissioner of Police?

TRENT—I asked ‘-him to come here to-night. I want him to go
over the evidence in those graft cases with me.

ALICE (regretfully)—Oh, how I wish you'd never had anything
to do with thom! '

(At this noﬂﬂlt the ringing of the doorbell 48 heard,
but the maid, milw no attention to the sound, picks up
the waste-paper dbasket and starts out with it.)

TRENT—Never mind the basket, Mary! Go to the door!
keep the commisaioner waiting.

(After an instant’'s hesitalion the maid replaces the
bhasket and leaves the room.)

ALICE (anziously)—Don’t drag those grafters into court! Don't
make enemies of them! Oh, T beg you! I beg you! They'd
stop at nothing. I'm worried about you every minute.
Drop the case, won't you? Please—please—for my suke!
(The maid and the Commissioner of Police have ap-

pearcd in the hallway beyond the curtained door in time
to hear Alice's appeal,)

TRENT—Dear little girl! You mustn't worry about me! I
know what I'm doing. Everything will turn out all right!

MAID—Mr, Trent, the Commissioner of Police!

TRENT-—Hello, Commissioner! I'm glad to see you!"
troduce you to my wife,

COMMIS.—Pleased to meet you, Mrs, Trent.

ALICE—Thank you!

COMMIS.—Waell, Trent, I'm a busy man. The soconer—

ALICE (interrupts, smilingly)—I can take a hint, Commissioner.
I know I'm ip the way.

(She gathers up her work lying on the sofa and hunts
Jor a thimble or some other misplaced object, her back
turned to the others.)

COMMIS. (turns Nis back on Alice and faces Trent)—Well, how
about this evidence? You think you've got 'em, do you?

TRENT-—Got them, Commissioner? @Got them! 1I've evidence
enough to send a dozen of our city officlals to the peni-
tentiary!

COMMIS. (with good-humored tolerance)—1 don't envy vou your
Jgb, just the same! Many a hot-hended young Distriet At-
torney has gone to smash trying to do that very thing!
(Alice starts, pauses in her gearch. glances swiftly at

the commissioner, and, thereafter, listens attentively to
all that is said.)

TRENT-It may be. But wait till you see the evidence / have!
I want to convince you. Then I want you to back me, 1T
need your power as Police Commissioner to uncover the
big crooks—the ones who own City Hall!

(He starta toward the safe, which stands against the
left wall of the room.)

COMMIS.—Oh, that's it, is 1t?
after?

Don't

Let me in-

It's the men higher up you're

TRENT-—Yes! And I'll get them yot, I don't care who they arel
10
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'COMMIS.—You had money in

- ALICE (shrinks from the Com-
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8 The District Attorney, Ready-to:Prosecute-Grafting Officials on
the Morrow, Finds the Evidence Gone from His Safe. The
Commissioner of Police Accuses Him of Fraud, Starts to
Arrest Him,:but—the: Attorney Springs His Big Surprise

COMMIS.—You've come to the rignt
shop, Trent. I'll help you all I
can,

(As he twurns toward a chair
at the right of the lidrary-table
he observes Alice listening to
and watching Mm intently. He
gives her one keen, swift glance
and then sits down.)

ALICE (Unperturbed and smiling)—
Now, I really am going. Good-
night, Commissioner,

TRENT (at safe, calls crisply to AIiae)
Alice! Walt, please! Have you
been in the safe to-night?

ALICE—I? No! Why? .

TRENT—It's unlocked—open!
gone!

ALICE—Oh, Bob! What do you mean?

TRENT—Why, the papers! The evidence 1've just been talking
about! Letters, affidavits, everything—gone!

COMMIS.—What!

TRENT (bitterl))—The very evidence I was going to present to
the Grand Jury to-morrow! Now, I haven't a leg to
stand on!

COMMIR,—Say, that's flerce!
Trent?

TRENT—Just before dinner. I brought them home from the
office to show you and locked them up in the safe there!

COMMIS.—Anything else missing? Jewelry, money?

TRENT—Hold on! 1 never thought of money! (Hurriedly he
takes a small japanned-tin
box from the safe and
hands it to Alice.) Alice,
do you happen to remem-
ber how much you had in
this box of yours?

ALICE (with trembling hands
opens the boxr and stares
bewilderedly into it)—
Why, it's empty!

They're

When did you last see them,

there, did you?

ALICE (sinking into a chair)—
Yes; but it wasn't mine.
It belonged to the Red
Cross.

COMMIS.—Who, besides your-
self, knew the combina-
" tion?

TRENT—Only my wife.
COMMIS.—Did anyone know you
put the papers in the safe?
TRENT—Yes. I mentioned it
to Mrs, Trent at dinner.
COMMIS.—Tell anybody else?
TRENT—No! Nobody!

COMMIS. — Of course, Mrs,
Trent, you couldn’'t have
had any interest In the
missing papers?

(Alice, her face drawn
with anxicty, her hands
clasping and unelasping
each other mnervously,
makes no reply.)

ZOMMIS.—Had you! '

misgioner and turns to-
ward Trent)—What does
he mean? I don’t under-
stand.
TRENT (to the Commissioner, amusedly)—Of course, she hadn’t.
They did not concern her in the least.
COMMIS.—Are you sure you hadn't, Mrs. Trent?

This Evidence.
Robbed

i

TRENT—Hold on, Commissioner! Please don't fomt that you're:

talking to my wife!

COMMIS.—That's all right. But don’t you fbrlhl{that T'm an
officer of the law in the presence of a cMme' Mrs. Trent,
tell me—just what was your Interest?" .'- SN

TRENT-—Stop right there! I won't have uyrwlll;e',#llled by-you

or any other man,

COMMIS.—That's so? Well, you wouldn't: l\ogn:lq'dpln my duty

Just because a member of your fmlly waimlved would
you? Once more, Mrs. Trent. Did you hdve any~interest
in those papers or not? What's the answer?

ALICE (confused, hesitating)—No! Yes! I mean——-

COMMIS.—Well, what do you mean? Want me to tell you? You
were afrald to have your husband use this evidence. I heard
you say 8o #fhen I came in here. That's why you lifted
the papers from the safe—tried to suppress them!

ALICE (much moved)—I1? [ try to suppress them? I love my
husband, Commissioner! Why should I seek to ruin him?

COMMIS.~~Well, what was it, then? You were the only person
who could open the safe, because you were the only one
besides Trent who knew the eombination! You went Into
it for something! For what—money?

ALICE—Why should T rob the safe when I'd have a porl'erl right
to take the money out of It, here and now, right before
your eyes? Don’t be absurd, commlissioner!

COMMIS —B8ee here! You've squirmed out of every question
I've asked you so far. What I want to know is this: Did
you or did you not enter that safe to-night? Answer me,
“Yes" or “NoI”

ALICE (with spirit)—No! Most decidedly, no!
I haven't even been in this room to-day!

COMMIS. (after a moment's reflection, to Trent, curtly)—1 want
to see your servants; first, the girl who opened the door
for me.

(Trent pushes a wall-button and then returns to the
library table.)

MAID (enters)—Did you ring, Mr. Trent?
COMMIB.—Come here! What's your name?
MAID-—Mary; Mary Evans, sir.

Untll just now

“YoquAﬁaidtoHanYmHuhndUn

-ALICE (breathicssly)—Yes!

y George..~

' COMMIS.—Well” Mary Bvans, did you see-Mrs. Trent- in this.

room arodnd dlnur u.m

!AlD-—No. slr.

COMMI8.—Did you see ahybody else?

MAID—No, sir; that is, nobody but Mr. Treut.
18.—Ob, Mr. Trent, was it?7 Where did he go when be left
here? - Did you notice?

‘ MAID—To his room, I think, sir.

COMMIS.—What did you do in your room, Trent?

TRENT (impudently)—Guess!

(X)HI_IH. {dﬁ,}y‘u“h‘)—“'hlt did you go there for? To

TRENT—Grilling me now, are you?

COMM 8. —Buppose we take a look at that room of yours! _

TRENT-—AIl right. Come along.

(Trent and the commissioner ' leave the room in )
silence.) | ;

MAID-—What's the matter, Mrs. Trent?

ALICE—Mary, are you sure about Mr. Trent? Did he go to his
room after he had left this one?

MAID—Yes, ma'am.

ALICE (in growing anxiely and distress)—Did Mr. Trent—did
he carry anything In his hand? He didn't, Mary; did he?

MAID-—Yes, ma'am, he did; something rolled up like a plece of
paper. I didn't take particular notice what it was.

COMMIS. (re-entering room with Trent)—Well, that will require
some explanation.  (To Alice) How much money did you
have In the safe, Mrs. Trent?

ALICE (faintly, reluctantly)—I think—Ilet me see—about twenty-
five hundred dollars.

OOquB.—Hou'a that amount exactly, rolled up in a Red Cross
circular. This isithe stuff
you had in this box in
that safe, isn't it?

ALICE (recoils affrightediy)—
Where did you find it?

COMMIS.—In your husband's
room, hidden under. the

. mattress on his bed!

ALICE (sinks into a chair and
covers her face witkh her
hands)—No, no! I don't
believe it!

MAID—ORh, Mrs. Trent, I'm
awfully sorry. If I'd
only known——

COMMIS.—Shut up, you! (To
Trent, smeeringly) 1 got
your number now, all
right, Mr, Distriot Attor-
ney! Goin’ to submit that
evidence to the Grand
Jury to-morrow, were you?
Rats! Fact is, when it
came to a showdown you
got cold feet. And you
faked this robbery to save
your face, Then you
pinched the kale to make
people belleve some ordi-
nary yegg had tapped the
safe and swiped the pa-
pers, too!

TRENT : (calmly)—Robbed my-
self, did I? Is that what

you think?
OOHMIB.;—_Youmu! Can that!
10 collected this evi-
- detlds, anybow?

WII,' You TRENT—Usider “my ' direction,

the w.. the sDistrict ... Attorney's

office.’
‘COMMIS.—Who paldl for doin’ 1t? . °

TREN'!‘—-Tha city, 1 suppose.

COI!“II ~It did, all right! So it was n,ot yourself you robbed,
frut the cify. ' That's a relonyliflle starts toward Tremt.)
And 1 arrest you for—

ALICE .(springs from her,chalr-andoiutmpu impetuously)—"

’No. no! I did it!

E‘h (in- amagement)—You? '
COMMI8.—80f 1 was, right*in-the*first. plnoe!--niwu you who”
tapped the 'safe?

PP o Al BT ol
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* COMMIB.—Here!

“It Was You—the Rottenest Grafter in the Bunch!” \ ‘

A

‘A Dramatic Orte Act Playlet

ruff Johnston

COMMIS.—To keep your husband out of trouble? '

ALICE—Yes. To<day I received an anonymous letter—threat-
ening him. It said—it said, If he did use this’ evidence—
the gunmen! (Shudderingly) Oh, | can't go pn! /

COMMIS. (coldly, incisively)~—But why did you plaut the money
in his room? J

ALICE—Why? Because—because—no, no! I didn% do that!

COMMIS.—Who did, then? How did it get there? |

ALICE (her story already going to pieces, grows miore and more
confused and helpless)—I1've no idea! b

I'm tired of fooling! Come acrods! Come
across, I tell you! Where are those papers?|

ALICE (breaking down entirely)—Why, 1 don't know; I m’t
know where they are! |

TRENT (in quiet, unemotional tones)—I1 know wluro they wera |
a nlnm ago!

(The meid casts o swift, invdluntary glance u_ Trenky
then at the bookrack on the library tadle, and ¢ she
can control herself takes ¢ hasty step toward the latter.)

COMMIS, (engerly)—Where?

TRENT (nodding in the direction of the dookrack)=There! " LXdll
maid, sternly) Get me those papers!

MAID—Papers?

TRENT—Yes! The papers you hid between those books whend
you tried to make your getaway!

MAID (stammers)—What books?

TRENT (points to bookrack)—The books you've just been. mrlnﬂ
at!" The books you've been watching every mimute that:
you've been in this room! (Strides to the table and seizes
a large packet of papers, tied adost with red tape, which
has deen lying concealed between the books standing in
the bookrack. He holds the packet up for all to see and
then tosses it onto the tadle,) Here are the papers!

MAID—Mr. Trent, I'm an bhomest woman! I dida’t steal your
papers! 1 had no idea where they were!

TRENT-—No? Why, you'v® given yourself dead away, k‘kl

MAID—S8adief My name isn't Sadie!

TRENT (takes a photograph from his pocket and holds i out to
maid)—It isn't? BSure? Well, here's & pleture and de-
scription of “Combination Sadle,” the wisest little safe
worker in the country, and they both fit you to a dot!

ALICE—Mary! You? Oh, now I see! You teok the papers from
the safe and put the money in my husband's room to east
suspicion on him!

TRENT (reading ' from description on baek of photograph)—
“‘Combination Sadie’ has a sear' on her right shoulder
‘from 8 healed bullet wemnd.” (He sdvences toward maid.
his right hand extended. Bhe retreats, clutching Ner waim
at the neck. He stops Ms pursuit end laughingly tuins to
the others.) See! She's given herself away again!

COMMIS.—Hold on! What are you after? Your wife's nlreads
confessed.

TRENT—That's right! She did! But it was to a crime she'd
never committed! She was trying to shield me! That's
the kind of a little wife she is! (Commandingly, Ppointing
to maid) Commissioner, now that you have a duty to do,
do it! I charge that crook with burglarizing my safe!
Telephone for an officer!

(The commissioner makes no movement to obey.)

TRENT (more forcibly)—Telephone for an officer!

COMMIR. (slowly and reluctantly crosses the room to-the tele-
phone)—S8pring—six-thou—

MAID (dashes at commissioner, snatches the relephm from Ma
hands and flings it to the floor, furiowsly)—Don't you dare .
to doublecross me! Who got me the job in this house,
anyway? Who put me here to pinch all the evidence
against those grafters I could lay my hands on? “It-was
vou—the rottenest grafter in the dunch! ”

TRDW‘IP_.”T:“: just what I've been waiting for—the-last fact’

needed
(The commissioner, with his right hand, tries to draw

his gun; with his left he mbc the packet of pcpm from
the table.) "

TRENT (with a derisive lﬂilc)-—Thlt'l all right!* Yon can have !
those! The real evidence i safe In my yault ddwntown!
There’s what you got! There's what's golng to wend you‘
both up the river for twenty years, at least! Took! ‘

~COMMIS., (opens the packet and: stands dumfounded as the .sorape’|
of waste-paper with whick it is stuffed fiutter to the floor)

QUICK CURTAIN,

—Waste-paper!




